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PREFACE. 



In venturing to float this little volume, which, 
by the bye, has now acquired double the age 
of detention that Pope prescribed to scribblers 
before launching their works into the world, it 
, will be necessary to preface it with a few intro- 
ductory remarks. 

The reveries and thoughts it contains were 
inspired in the solitude of my retreat on the 
shores of the Pacific Ocean, during those event- 
ful years that immediately preceded the fall of 
Louis Phillipe and location of the present Emperor 

^0 
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of France in the year 1848; when famine had 
cast around the Emerald Isle the tragedy of 
despair ; when the people of continental Europe 
stood aghast in menacing agitation, impelled 
and perilled by an obscure distress, resulting 
in the bursting asunder of the galling bonds in 
which despotism had bound them; and when 
the Genius of Britain had inspired the Senate, 
through the energies of her illustrious Peel, to 
crown a long life of imperial labours by giving 
the defamed Corn-laws to the custody of the 
winds, erecting a basis upon their ruin where 
the mighty civilizer Free-trade now assumes a 
commanding aspect, embracing in its salutary 
effects the founts of piety and peace. 

If we be permitted to scan the decrees of 
Providence in the signs of the times, it would 
seem apparent that to England may be allotted 
the inspiring task pf taking the lead in uni- 



PREFACE, II 

versal reform : not a lob-sided measure, that, 
when agitated by self-interest, reclines upon its 
base : but the promulgation of a catholic bene- 
volence that embraces in its energies the well- 
being of all ; thus proclaiming to the world that 
the first real advance towards the institution 

r 

of a true and universal brotherhood had been 
achieved under the beneficent government of 
Queen Victoria. 

Of the events shadowed focth in the following 
pages, some have been enrolled in the statutes 
of the land — such as the abrogation of the Corn- 
laws in Great Britain, and abolition of slavery 
from the annals of the world ; but those great 
and important measures tending to the annul- 
ling of hereditary rights in all but the Ci'own, 
or keystone of the arch, and of the adoption 
of a means of remunerating the ministry of all 
ranks and denominations by those more imme- 
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diately interested in their teachings, together 
with the adoption of some more rational means 
than that at present in practice, of coercion, for 
the arriving at a just and humane settlement of 
international disputes by the appointment (with 
Mniversal consent) pf a Court of Inquiry and 
Decision, whose portals would be alike free and 
of easy access to every Potentate and Power, 
the absence of which from the Statute-book 
would seem still to depress, by blind chance 
and undue patronage, the Temple of Fame and 
still more exalted Temple of Prophetic Light, 
whose beams await to be embraced and sha- 
dowed forth through the retina of inspiring 
minds to the world, aiming thus at a per- 
fection seemingly apparent, by the adoption of 
the broad principle of a free Church in a free 
State, which, under the auspicious reign of 
Peace so acquired, could not fail to enhance 
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both the material and moral interests of man- 
kind. Upon the achievement of such a victory, 
one might well inquire — 

Have Greece or Rome aught to compare to this, 
In all the noon of fame their annals show ; 
Britons they were who sprung these founts of bliss, 
And bade the streams of freedom onward flow. 

JOHN BLACKWOOD. 



Note. — It will be proper to observe here that the original 
copy of these verses was forwarded from Peru to England, 
with a view to their publication, so far back as the year 
1848 ; but never having received any information of their 
arrival, I gave them over as lost, and would now beg to 
submit this copy of them with due deference to the British 
Public, having audaciously ventured to dedicate the same 
to the British Nation, with a few additional pieces in verse, 
the composition of more recent days. ' 
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CANTO I. 

Arise, my Muse, and plume a buoyant wing, 

Aspire to flights where lofty genius sing. 

Cast by an eddy from the current stream, 

All tranquil here survey life's passing scene, 

And as the barge of Folly bears away, 

Report the progress of her fitful day. 

War's horrors cease to brutify the mind. 

No more to evanescent joys confined. 

Bid the pure light of reason rule the land. 

And justice laurel honours trusty band, lo 
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Not honours gleaned 'mid sighs and orphans* 

tears, 
To grasp those doubtful rights that conquest 

rears, 
Nor rights hereditary merit praise, ' 
Save what blind chance and erring folly raise. 

War's but a base propensity at best, 
What cure can soothe the widow'd, orphan'd, 

breast ? 
Oceans of blood, alas ! were sadly drain'd 
To haunt that phantom, gory glory named ; 
No reasonable measures should induce 
Man to employ his pow'r to this vile use ; 20 
A patriot band may ever well defend 
Those rights a patriot heart will still commend ; 
But wisdom now works wonders with the quill. 
And reason conquers where the sword would kill. 
The justice that commands to fight should be 
As glaring as the letters ABC; 
All measures tried that reason may discuss, 
The inflexible opponent address thus : 
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Your claim, sir, which in candour, well expressed, 
Appears quite doubtful when it stands undress'd, 
A reference to points I mean to urge 31 

To those high Powers we may appoint as judge. 
Surely that men endow'd with common sense 
Would bow submissive to the reference, 
And trust me, tho' the umpire's sense may err, 
In such affairs the loss may not be dear ; 
Nine-tenths these quibbles and disputes begin 
About a matter perhaps worth a pin. 
The less th' affair the haughtier the tone. 
As dogs will leave the flesh and fight for bone ; 
But if, despite of reason's deep appeal, 41 

And the bright inward light that all may feel. 
Justice outraged bids Valour draw the sword, 
Then fling the scabbard t'other side the ford 
Till direful suff 'ring outraged laws appease. 
And dear-bought peace the tyrant's temper tease ; 
The colouring here, tho' dark, may be sublime. 
For we are men, and in our passions shine. 
Peace the world's true position soon will show. 
War's blind excitement rivets more our woe. 50 
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Hurrah ! another burst, all float amain, 
The farmer, merchant, toast the times again. 
Things go on swimmingly, but there's the sink 
That in a whirlpool swills the nation's milk. 
But peace returns, her interests clash with thine, 
Why should they not ? with war's discordant 

chime 
The merchant droops 'mid losses as before, 
The crisis many a bankrupt steeps in gore. 
The petty farmer, rack'd to pay his rent, 
Grinds under tenant till the system's spent ; 60 
Then follows retribution's heavy rod. 
And grasping men forget there is a God ; 
The piercing cries of famine rend the skies. 
Industry sinks, and pining merit dies ; 
From banker down to barber feel the shock. 
But all above stand firm as on a rock ; 
Those powers that moved to war and drank the 

gains 
Now bask in sunshine o'er the ravaged plains. 
Wisdom may save the bark from giddy reel, 
A lurch to leeward, or a splintered keel — 70 
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Wisdom of such a vast important mien, 

Had Rome still known could England reign as 

queen, 
Wrestling against error in her own domains, 
With powers more stubborn than the Roman 

chains ? 
But Science, as her searching rays unfold, 
Will pinion War within his fettered fold : 
Her beams advance, behold how bright they 

come ! 
See Error vanquished cower beneath her sun 1 
No power can now her destined influence droop, 
For as an eagle so her shadows stoop. 80 

Justice eternal onward boldly steers, 
Though bay'd by wolves and compassed round 

by peers ; 
Like the all-penetrating rays of light, 
Undeviating, wings a glorious flight. 
Though shadowed oft by war's delusive reign. 
She moves progressive to her destined aim, 
Impervious as her rights, her power, and toils. 
For off" her bulwarks error's shaft recoils. 
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War may be glorious, but the term don't prove 
The error less ; it ever shrouded love ; 90 

As the world stands it blind excitement brings 
Though fostered by Republicans, as kings, 
Mark how the term, the glory, now descends, 
And view the battlefield ; where glory ends 
There glory's progeny have sown their seed 
And death and retribution share the deed. 
Hark to the orphan's hopes in widow's sighs, 
And view the thousand minor miseries. 
The farmer prospered, we'll admit, in war. 
The merchant gathered cent, per cent, afar, 100 
The bloated rent-roll swelled 'mid glory's gains, 
Here end the gains ; and glory, what remains ? 
Vain, transitory good, by error called. 
Behold th' enormous debt and stand appalled ! 
Gains of the nobles, by the million borne. 
And gains that many an age of woe return. 
But what are riches, if they gild no more. 
Than dreamless nothings rotten at the core ? 
Aspire to nobler aims, be truly great, 
Bequeath the coming age a better fate ; no 



CANTO I. 21 

Truth now descends to light our darkened page, 

Yet fain would folly still the mind engage 

In helpless throes grown daring, justice meets, 

As studied evil its own aim defeats. 

Bid science pour her sacred light around. 

Bid education lift the grovelling mind, 

Let commerce freely scatter round her gains. 

And banish corn-laws to the Assyrian plains ; 

'Tis time, high time that error should give way 

To the convincing light that breaks our day, 120 

When earth no more its withering grasp shall 

know. 
And peace, through wisdom, famine overthrow. 
Hark ! how the trump your triumphs then may 

ring. 
As the bright choir in loud rejoicings sing. 
The echo peeling through the radiant spheres 
Would seem to say. Rejoice, oh ! earth's compeers ; 
All, all the virtues your first parents stained 
Now bud again, a paradise regained. 
Thus, would the muse in feeble accents bind 
The brilliancies that flit across the mind, 130 
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Like some gay prospect in the tropic seas 
Where fancy wings her flight on evening breeze. 
Lit by the sun, whose dying rays unfurled, 
Amid the watery waste a mimic world ; 
Hill, dale, and woodland beautify the view. 
Imagination builds her cities too. 
Whilst drooping shadows curtain o'er the scene, 
As a sigh's solace shrouds the vision dream. 
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CANTO II. 

« 

When we survey along the lapse of time 

The birth of feelings kin to the sublime, 140 

When we behold the mists that cloud our skies, 

Before the sun of science upward rise, 

Why should we pause embracing those reforms 

That reason paints in truth's alluring forms ? 

Why should we halt when heaven to mankind 

sends 
The power that error curbs and sufTring ends ? 
Yes, open wide your ports, let commerce reign. 
And poor and poor-laws soon shall lose their 

name; 
Let the industrious arm and head combine, 
And every hand may labour at the mine, 1 50 
Yet every change should moderation sway, 
As rapid currents eat their J)ank9 away ; 
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At foreign courts bid studious skill preside, 
As practice perfects a commercial guide. 
Nobles with nobles deluge each employ, 
Lord Lobo keeps that place for his dear boy ; 
Sir Harry Telltale has a friend kt court ; 
Young Fibber sports the button on his coat. 
'Tis thus that genius is so set aside. 
And gaping boobies o'er the Fates preside ; i6o 
Thus commerce stagnates, and dark crises lour. 
Whilst striving millions sweat at every pore. 
And as fell sorrow that invades the heart 
Will soon its blight to every nerve impart. 
Thus error onward evil ever wings, 
As turbid sources muddy all their springs. 
So shall it ever be when the high tests 
Of excellence are swamp'd by meaner crests ; 
The tone of mind that gives the charm to 

praise 
Must know and feel the impulse it can 

raise; 170 

Wealth holds no longer talismanic spell. 
To warp the sense, it tolls a curfew knell ; 
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Wisdom, all-powerful, dries that withering 

spring, 
And beckons genius to unbend her wing ; 
Hence Fame's bright temple shall receive but pith. 
The last creation honored Adam Smith. 

Transcendent fate still waits upon your call, 
Behold experience shuttle round the ball ; 
See Pottinger transact your China claims, 
Contents their wishes whilst all yours he 

gains, 180 

Who pleased the Emperor and Keying too, 
A perfect victor over vanquished Loo ; 
Nothing of more importance has been done 
Since Waterloo, except what freedom won 
For Afric*s sons, but that all-glorious prize 
Stands registered immortal in the skies. 
And as the world in feeble accents praise, 
The Angels stoop and Wilberforce huzzas. 
Hope's blighted sighs an earthquake's force 

inspires. 
And rends the strongest ties by phrensied 

fires, 1 90 



1 



26 POEMS AND PREDICTIONS. 

Who would have thought that thirty years of 

sweat 
Had washed so little off the bonded debt ? 
If during peace and opulence in trade 
Folly still tempts the demon of parade ; 
If sober sense and deep prophetic ken 
Lie ridiculed and shrouded by these men, 
Why should they stare and stammer in rebuke 
If grappled fish won't take again the hook ? 
Knowledge is power, and when her wings expand 
Will waft oppressions far from off the land ; 200 
The ancients knew it only by the sword, 
But peace preambles what won't be ignored ; 
The rustic sons of toil shall learn and know, 
Worth means much more than tinselled insects 

show, 
And to be born a lord without being bred 
Will influence rarely either hat or head. 

If sadly-bought experience teach men sense, 
The bonded debt should have this influence. 
The bonded debt ! that weighty withering blow. 
How to discuss Fm at a loss to show. 210 
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Some say, 'tis grievous to the British Isles ; 
Some urgq utiHty ! the demon smiles ; 
Our worthy nobles take their wine and say, 
'Tis good cement, the nation well can pay. 
Oh ! thoughtless thousand in the giddy dream, 
'Gainst whom the scale of Justice turns the beam, 
How long will purblind folly flap his wings 
And crow victorious ? till the eagle springs. 
Canst thou not see the stress upon the chain 
May snap the tempered steel of finest grain ? 220 
Is there no pow'r, ye gods, beneath the skies. 
Save Revolution's blight to make men wise ? 
Born 'midst abundance Error walks at large 
Amidst that nation where the masses starve. 
To stem the floodgates of this fatal tid^ 
Justice must reign where Mercy would preside. 
How long, ye pow'rs, must phrensied famine stalk, 
And wolflike eye the barriers round the walk ? 
How passing frail are all enactments when 
Justice, outraged, goads famine to the pen. 230 
Go teach the ignorant their woes to bear 
And soothe the bedlamite in deep despair : 
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Thy annual pittance to the poor won't do, 
The evil's deeper and 'tis festering too 
Let thy swollen rent-rolls tithe a decent school 
To teach society this golden rule — 
That they who gain the most 'mid war's alarms, 
Should bear the burden of these fleeting charms ; 
That land proprietors our wars begun, 
When nobles mustered to entail their fun ; 240 
To save those lands plebeians gave their blood, 
In justice then reversion still holds good ; 
And, as in law, the axiom's very strong, 
" No one can fairly gain by his own wrong," 
It only now remains to be express'd. 
The bonded debt reverts to them the best. 
Another proof, e'en greater still, appears. 
That the war debt belongs to noble peers, — 
They hold their feudal tenures by a right 
To keep the Crown supplied with men to fight, 
And in default these holdings should change 
hands, 251 

To pay the interest the war debt demands. 
But how submissive has the nation grown ! 
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Reverse of right has now become the tone ; 
A fraction of this debt the nobles bear, 
Th' enormous burden still afflicts the poor, 
Their erring intellect by cares oppressed, 
Bowed down, dejected, oh ! how ill at best, 
Happy the day that sees them to their grave. 
Heavens ! does Great Britain foster now the 

slave ? 260 

Arise, ye powers, let erring mankind feel 
God in his judgments blasts a nation's weal, 
Proclaim aloud — ^but hush ! the world won't sigh. 
Sad jealousy ! they would thy power should die ; 
Avert their purpose, Heaven, and ope the eyes 
Of those, who've steeled their hearts 'gainst 

nature's cries. 
Make mean self-interest guide them o'er the 

gulf, 
If patriot feelings fail of strength enough. 

Inspire, oh ! sacred truth, my fancy's dream, 
Attend my genius whilst I paint a scene, 270 
The theme I touch conviction rends the mask, 
Yet still with rev'rence I approach the task. 
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Behold what sorrows from oppressions flow, 
Behold the influence to th* appeal of woe, 
Behold the mandate just of injured heaven. 
And bow and tremble ere the mandate's given. 
The shades of famine wand*ring through the 
skies, 
Singing the dirge, imploring nature dies. 
The august majesty of justice hears. 
And from the constitution blots the peers ; 280 
Fate's doleful shadows o'er their numbers fall. 
Oblivion points to the appalling pall. 
Stern retribution's bitter cup stands edged. 
And vengeance pours it with a zeal avenged. 
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The active power of Britain is more maimed, 
By her own laws than ever despot framed, 
Her willing hand unfetter*d still would wield 
That destiny where commerce keeps the field ; 
No outward power her ramparts e'er can force, 
Whilst glowing justice still directs her course ; 
Her constant courage in the contest late 291 
Crowned her victor of the world's fate, 
And though the cost appalling threats the ark, 
A dauntless policy may right the bark ; 
A minister should lure to Britain's stores, 
The bulky produce of earth's fruitful shores. 
All who cannot or will not ill befits, 
The Island Queen whose power lies in her ships. 
When Nature formed the universe, she made 
Some parts for vintage, some to stock the trade ; 
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A Store of carbon, iron, tin, and copper, 301 

She placed at hand within the island locker. 
Then planted thick the oak to raise the pile 
Of floating batteries round the cherished isle ; 
Behold her *midst free trade with powers unfurl'd. 
The granary and workshop of the world. 

Thy triumphs then have given the world a 
truce. 
Learn by the arts of war to keep the peace. 
Prize manly courage and athletic sports, 
And raise around thy cities these resorts, 310 
Where cramp*d mechanics their numbed limbs 

may brace 
In gymnasia or the healthful chase. 
Whence weekly toil may gulp the Sabbath air. 
And beauty's cheek its waning bloom repair, 
The world's dark records in oblivion tread, 
And a new era usher in their stead. 
Where peace sits canopied in wisdom's dome, 
And arts, not arms, the trophies of her throne. 

London's famed city yet presents no art 
Worthy the age to elevate the heart ; 320 
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Bid architecture circle round in stone 
Some space gigantic for a marble dome, 
Where the bright master minds of every age 
May still exalt the lore of classic page ; 
The first saloon might occupy our time, 
Its meanest workmanship should be sublime ; 
Another age may add another wing, 
And thus let time immortalise the thing. 
Merits true type distinguished here would flow, 
And raise 'mid emulation passion's glow. 330 
A vote from each of Europe's States should name 
The victor prize, that dedicate to fame. 
Nor should the candidates be ours alone. 
The genius of the world may mount the throne, 
Whose gorgeous galleries at every tread 
Would wake anew the feelings of the dead ; 
No spurious efforts ever there take wing. 
But lofty grandeur future times may sing ; 
So when the world, grown old in all we know. 
And time the fabric tends to overthrow, 340 

Its merits may some genius tempt to save. 
The works in model from oblivion's grave. 
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Organic changes still attend our kind, 
The mind has marched completely out the rind, 
More subtile now since that inglorious form, 
Lay caterpillared like an abject worm. 
Our tastes, our pleasures, and our hearts* 

desires, 
Seem more propelled by animating fires ; 
Our better feelings, drest in virtuous dyes, 
Aspire to reach the glories of the skies, 350 

And as a butterfly, on buoyant wing. 
Rejoice and revel in the opening spring. 
Science from time is reaping beauteous plumes. 
And the world's page with brilliant truth illumes. 
No more the glare and circumstance of war, 
'Midst folly rides on her triumphal car; 
The din of cities and the buzz of life 
Have settled down to peace from martial strife ; 
And could our follies past the future mend 
War's horrors thus would have a final end. 360 

They who would wrest the peace from Europe 
now 
Should wear dismay beneath a troubled brow. 
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Has France the phrensy still to 'tempt the throw? 
Alas ! that empire might be laid too low. 
Science would mourn ! are England's triumphs 

felt 
So irksome \ has'she not with Europe dealt, 
And nobly too, resting a victor's claims. 
Eight hundred millions, on her own domains ? 

Who at the sight of Buonaparte's sword. 
Would wake anew those sterile hopes ex- 
plored. 370 
Where now the booming echo, warrior's cheer ? 
Alas ! the frowning rock may answer here. 
Had that proud man at Waterloo but fall'n. 
Glory had cast her phantom into form ; 
But barren St. Helena claimed the prize, 
And there all withering frantic glory dies. 

Thus, then, no more the burst of factious 
zeal, ' 

Nor fanaticism's wild delusive dream, 
Blight with their breath the feelings peace has 

given 
The human heart to light its path to heaven. 380 
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Far nobler joys attend on reason's call, 
The God of England is the God of all. 
The laurel's strife usurped bright science claims 
And lo ! the mind has rent its abject chains. 
These thoughts benevolence inspires to stray, 
And soar above the passions of our day ; 
One height attained, another vista's seen, 
More bright, more beautiful, than where we've 

been ; 
The zealous soul, with energy imbued, 
Still aims ascending in pursuit of good ; 390 
From towering heights, as upward still we go, 
Survey some rising on our thoughts below ; 
The varied fancies strike out different lines. 
And one harmonious whole t'wards brightness 

climbs. 
A strong desire pervades the human breast 
That peace should reign and faction be at rest. 
And as our aim is happiness below. 
Whose comforts war in vain essayed to know. 
Combine, ye powers, give science ample scope. 
She'll drive the fiery fagot beyond hope. 400 
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Combine, ye spirits of a liberal age, 

To light the darkness of the world's page. 

Let Europe humanised blend all her powers, 

And bail Columbia's interest as ours, 

Blot at one swoop from out the list of crimes 

The stain that Afric casts upon our times, 

That horrid traffic — heav'ns ! how dark the spell 

Base av'rice weaves beyond all parallel ; 

It takes its hues from hell, th' appeal's to God, 

And retribution lifts the fatal rod. 410 
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Oh ! sacred Truth ! sublimity of things, 
Fount whose pure stream the test of ages sings, 
Coeval with the mystery of time, 
The sum and substance of all things sublime. 
Fiction may sport around thy glowing spring. 
And tinge the feathers of her playful wing. 
Whose evanescent flap ephemeral flies. 
And in the eddy vibrates, sinks, and dies. 
Firm as the rock, whose adamantine base 
Stands nucleus to the world, are all thy race ; 
Of thee begot alone transcendent shine 421 

In earnest beauty till the close of time. 
And thou, O Justice ! from whose spotless dome 
All glory issued to this world our home. 
How sadly Earth has triumph'd o'er thy laws. 
Her sufl^'rings still depict the guilty cause, 
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Thy sacred Mentor to oblivion hurled, 
Plunged in a deep abyss a reckless world. 
Oh ! deign again to wander o'er the land, 429 
And wield the power thy laws alone command ; 
May thy pure founts their treasures soon disclose,' 
To rid the race from retribution's throes. 

Of all God's creatures, man seems most un- 

blest— 
The sad reflection rends the feeling breast — 
With pow'rs of mind that verge upon the chain 
That links his being to yon spangled main ; 
He flounders on through Error's troubled sea, 
Though Peace invites to ports along the lee ; 
If we cast back those errors to explore, 
We'll find the system rotten at the core. 440 
Thro' strife our nobles rose — in peace they fall. 
Or stoop to conquer rather than lose all ; 
'Mid pomp and show our church aspires and 

shines, 
The unhallow'd light its moral undermines. 
The one the nation's pow'r and laurels grasp ; 
The other rampant howls amid the blast. 
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And clings with the tenacity of strife 

To privileges menacing its life. 

Those vivid tints that burst thro' Bulwer's lines, 

Which truth will stamp as types of coming 

times ; 450 

Not the rich hints that do his lines adorn, 
Nor sterner strokes that kindle into scorn, 
Can urge reflection on their downward course — 
They pause at nothing, force evolving force ; 
Destructive Fate has chain'd them to her knave. 
And Hope stands trembling as the sc3^hes 

revolve. 
For when in this young world was av'rice found 
Granting a part to save the monstrous mound ; 
Here v^e shall see her clinging by the prize, 
And as it totters, totters, falls, and lies. 460 

Grades there must be, however, amongst 

men — 
Nature presents them through her varied reign ; 
But to such giddy heights our nobles rise 
As shame humanity — ^they're in the skies : 
Not the bright skies of thought that shed around 
A light o'er all benevolently kind, 
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But as the pinnacles of the world's domes, 
And just as useless, loom these haughty gnomes, 
Those mists that Science banishes the plains 
Still cling attracted round their proud domains. 
Yet well-worn titles shine with diamond rays, 
And ever claim an honest meed of praise ; 472 
Genius can single out her sterling names, 
The simple the embellishes some fames. 
Behold in bas-relief stands out **the Duke's," 
Just as a turbot 'mongst a creel of flukes ; 
And others too. Sir Robert and Lord John, 
Are known as if the list held theirs alone ; 
The tinsell'd insects, deck them as you will. 
But glide along as tinsell'd insects still. 480 

Peace, that can shorten flippant Folly's wings, 
Will raise the mass whence equal justice springs. 
What can the million gain by war and spoil, 
Does vict'ry even lighten their sad toil ? 
Long have they stood the catspaw of the nation. 
To toil and spin, and bulwark her high station ; 
The battle ended, sterner woes begin 
As rights and imposts hurl fresh duties in, 

D 
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And all their gain, alas ! for blood and sweat, is 
To pay the int'rest on the war debt gratis, 490 

* 

But why should lords who fatten on the feuds ' 
Not pay these war debts with their feudal goods ? 
Have not their tenures risen cent, per cent. 
Since they, the Crown, their former holders lent, 
And as they grasp'd hereditary rights 
This law has met the age in all its lights. 
Statutes that bastardised the Presbyterians 
Will surely latitat these ambush'd rare ones ; 
Justice must walk impartial through the realm, 
Else her bright robe dark spots will over- 
whelm. 500 
The matter's grave, its bearings subtile, tender, 
** But sauce for goose cannot be bad for gander.*' 
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Man plods along the surface seeking still 
The good that oft lies 'mid a heap of ill, 
But ere he penetrates the richer veins, 
The cost is obvious, labour, skill, and pains. 
The sterling metals of the mind so bought 
Yield a rich harvest when they're rightly wrought ; 
Nature and nature's God deep hid the prize 
That lights the world where poring science 
• sighs. 510 

When once approached enraptur'd thrill the 

veins, • 
The heart around it brightens, lights, and flames, 
Till in a burst of passion's sacred glow 
It beams an eddyhouse, 16 ward off woe. 
Thus science soars amid the realms of thought, 
Whose beams illume from palace to the cot, 
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She from her throne blind error proudly hurled, 
And the trump peals it to a list'ning world ; 
The tone so glorious echoing thro* the soul, 
Those saving sounds that folly's ways control, 
Its searching influence appeals to time, 521 

Pointing the path to England's mental mine ; 
Conviction to'her thoughts impart a power 
To goad the race thro' error's deep quagmire, 
Rearing a nucleus for a rising age, 
Whose brilliant dawning flashes o'er our page. 

Yet still the burden of the theme npw sung 
'Mongst classes privileged from sire to son, 
That mere mankind, but born to pine and die. 
Must to their doom conform with hopeless 

sigh. 530 

Granting the misery, from whence the cause, 
It takes its rise from error's perverse laws. 
Those baseless fabrics of distemper'd time. 
Blight at the source the spring of all sublime, 
They gnaw the root of hope whence dawn 

reforms, 
And cank'ring lie a wreathing knot of worms. 
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Cast in a law-lord's fascinating speech 

The widespread doctrine gloomy errors teach ; 

'Tis thus the spirit of an evil theme 

Blights in the bud amelioration's scheme. 540 

The time will come when all such powVs of 

mind, 
Tho' vast we think them, shall be all sublimed, 
Before that joyous dawn whose streaks so fair 
In jets and sunbeams now and then appear ; 
When error's roots by folly's hand carest 
Shall to the plough of science droop the crest, 
And the deep veil that now our senses bind 
Will rend itself and humanise mankind. 
Then shall the race behold with vision clear 
The matted-tanglings that once bound us here. 
When corn-laws warn'd off wealth from Britain's 

shores, 551 

And cumb'rous duties sealed her ample stores, 
When the lost light of many a noble theme 
Enchained by taxes doomed to die unseen ; 
While man, the sinew of all wealth and pow'r. 
Breathed out in doleful sighs his shorten'd hour ; 
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Whilst Statesmen, legislating for a class 
Too rich already, sacrificed the mass, 
And the dire struggle from oppressive woe, 
The work of ages tended to overthrow. 560 

Such are the scenes the lapse of time may 

paint. 
But such realities won*t bear restraint. 
The stringent ligatures inflame the heart 
Till phrensied suif 'ring snaps the chords apart. 
For once let science fairly take the lead, 
And then you'll have a different theme indeed. 
No more the gilded gingerbread decoys 
Pence from the giddy girls and grasping boys ; 
Nor manhood's pow'rs be dazzled with the 

plumes 
That folly rears to magnify buffoons ; 570 

Nor flippant tiptoe etiquette pervade, ' 
The higher walks of science don't parade. 
Soon shall the puppet show of ton be doff 'd, 
And all that charms the age be justly scoff 'd. 

Can cordial kindness enter modem ball 
Without disgust at forms that wither all ? 
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There where the courtesies of life should charm 

« 

Stalks etiquette, a superficial form ; 
A perfect lady ever must appear 
As nature formed her, starching soils the gear ; 
Still at her ease with mind serenely great, 581 
A being formed for more than show or state ; 
How painful to behold the throes of those 
Who ape the stiffened etiquette of beaux. 
How truly ludicrous to see Miss Prim 
Assume the pouting airs of Polly Whim : 
Or Mistress Envious interlard ** her vote is,'* 
And teaze herself into the circle's notice. 
See Madame Bombash sail into the room, 
Streaming behind a whirlpool of perfume ; 590 
With critic cunning Lucy Lapwing laughs, 
As her gross ladyship salutes the glass. 
How prone to peevishness Miss Courtly struts, 
Wrinkling the very carpet into ruts — 
A puling, pettish, prying little quean, 
Whose looks would curdle half a churn of cream. 
Behold contentment beaming thro' the smile 
Of Fanny's fancy, void of every guile. 
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So true to nature in her glowing heart, 
She quite eclipses all that arts impart ; 600 

Science and merit wait upon her call, 
And quite unconscious reigns the queen of all. 
And that bright country lass in mocjest guise. 
Oh ! bounteous nature, what a pair of eyes ! 
Commend me ever when amongst the fair 
To her whose mantling cheek paints feeling 
there. 
The regal pride that dazzled round the throne 
No longer scorches science with its tone ; 
The withering blight of its repulsive glow 609 
In the Queen's breast no fellowship can know. 
The Consort, too, behold a Prince of Science, 
What may not Britain hope from this alliance ; 
What graceful shoots shall Astraea's hand adorn, 
Chaste and as blooming as the summer morn ? 
Thus Royal influence bade science smile. 
Science imparted vigour into toil ; 
The feeling hearts that peace had nurtured 

kind 
Bade education irrigate the mind. 



CANTO V. 49 

The streams in silence sapp'd the stubborn soils, 
The plant produced invigorates the isles ; 620 
Benevolence her wings around it threw, 
And rear'd the sapling with her tender dew. 
Celestial streams of truth now urge its bloom, 
To blend a halo round the days to come. 
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Behold around aspiring genius rise, . 
Their lofty aim is virtue and the skies, 
Mystic creations formed by that dread pow'r 
Who chains the universe and paints the flow'r. 
Their high commission, true to nature's laws, 
O'er nature's workings tracks the hidden cause. 
War's hideous banners furled, and lo ! the 
peace 631 

Divulges at a glance our trite release. 
Bound in that heavy drag, we ne'er could climb 
Those mountain heights where truth and know- 
ledge shine — 
The cause betray'd, th' effect admits redress. 
Aspire, ye youths, to heal a world's distress, 
The habile statesman now may probe the wound. 
No mawkish fear should paralyse the mind. 



CANTO VI. 51 

Lop off an imperfection, tho' it smart, 
Whilst vigour may resist it at the heart. 640 
Vile tumours drench, to parasitic plants 
Apply the knife, the cure's beyond the lance ; 
And thou, Sir Robert, able still thou art — 
To aid the age bid reformation start. 
All mean resorts at classlike legislation 
Befits not him who guides the British nation ; 
You hold a pow'r and talent at command. 
To banish class dissensions from the land. 
Assert at once the rights that Ireland claims, 
And free her energies from all drag chains, 650 
She bared the arm to elevate that throne 
Whose moral pow*r may all the world control ; 
Let not the hand of Russ with sneering jeer 
Point to Britannia with her Poland here. 
Of all the acts that cramp her energies 
The giant gripe comes from her absentees ! 
Lost to their glorious calling, see these men 
Run riot thro' the world, and home again. 
Home ! dear to them just as the miser's hoard, 
Because from thence supplies my noble lord ; 
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Oh ! lost to every sense of feeling pow'r, 66 1 
How dense the clouds appear that o'er them 

lour. 
Behold the mass from whence their riches flow, 
All wrapp'd in ignorance, revengeful woe; 
Go, and wherever justice meets their train, 
Point to these bastard Irishmen again, 
This hoard of bloodsuckers our vitals pierce. 
Eternal infamy be their disgrace ; 
May the world's records give their names to 

fame, 669 

As things to swear by when men writhe in pain. 
This quarry when they pass disturbs my view, 
Another word, Sir Robert, please, with you. 
Come, try thy hand at what a sage may do. 
And at a swoop the corn-laws cut in two ; 
Trust me, my friend, no mincing of the matter 
Will ever make this odious law the better. 
The monstrous measure's radically wrong, 
And bears unjustly 'gainst the working throng ; 
Lands took their rise from war, but peace is ours ; 
Must we still cow'r beneath war's searching fires ? 
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Was it for this the million freely bled ? * 68i 

No ! reason dams monopoly in bread. 

The end of all good policy must tend 

To make this staff of life the poor man's 

friend ; 
All that would foil the heavenly ray but serves 
To nurture error in her dense preserves. 
The Duke and all that class of warriors bold 
Shone in their day — 'tis peace we now behold, 
Peace that will right our wrongs, and the world's 

too — 
The glorious opportunity's with you. 690 

Thy sword and buckler now put on, come 

next. 
And thunder 'mongst the lords this glowing 

text: 
Hereditary honour's now no more. 
Honour's allied to merit as of yore ; 
The wholesome rule this truant class will bind 
To study more the merits of the mind. 
How bright and beautiful beyond compare 
Should actions be that crave a nation's care, 
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What deeds perform'd, and to the nation chain'd, 
Could warrant those awards their sires . have 

claim'd ? 700 

What mighty gifts thro' them has science 

won, 
To chain our gratitude from sire to son ? 
From sire to son still onward, onward pass 
Those titles, tho' the son's an abject ass ; 
The boon or blight like gangrene spreads akmg^ 
And damps the zeal of this promiscuous throng, 
Had merit only the bright laurel crown'd, 
*Twould shine and radiate emulation round ; 
A nobleman might then our suffrage claim, 
And men would stand uncovered, at the name. 
Science illumes with rays transcendent far, 711 
And blends her glories round the reigning star ; 
But really our clever Queen must laugh 
To see these parchment puifs of chance and 

chaff; 
When bloom her riper years 'mid well-earned 

fame. 
She'll sigh to find these pillars but a name. 
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'Tis folly only that could find delight 
Amidst these fireflies of past ages* night, 
But brightening shadows usher in a day 
That soon shall waft their transient sway away — 
Away to shades where error ruled the roast, 721 
As helpless wrecks on hopeless Cornwall's coast. 

Kings boast a long hereditary claim, 
And when like Britain's Sovereign merit fame. 
Their high prerogative in reason seems 
Usurp'd and elbow'd by these pigmy kings. 
High should the throne appear above the throng, 
To laurel actions that to fame belong ; 
It then would stand a bas-relief in glory, 729 
When science formed the pillars of its story. 
Who would with dignity assume the plume 
That decks the brow of any base buffoon ? 
What breast could palpitate beneath the star 
That any pimp of infamy may wear, 
Because, forsooth, he is the lawful heir ? 
Sad, monstrous error ! pregnant still with woe, 
It drugs the spring from whence our virtues 
flow, 
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Its with'ring gripe the nation's laurels grasp, 
And as the ivied sapling breathe their last. 739 
What gave Napoleon force and pow'r to climb ? 
The tact of placing men where they might shine ! 
Would the Duke tolerate amongst his staff 
A sleepy coward bordering on a calf ? 
Amidst the batch the goats won't herd, why then 
Shadow these honours with such hybrid men ? 
Arise and wrest from chance the nation's glory, 
Usurped too long by factions, whig and tory ; 
Create a pow'r too pure to be engulf 'd 
By sordid int'rest or a cuckold trump'd ! 
Choose 'mongst the minds that science can 
supply 750 

A pow'r whose efforts evil may defy, 
A pow'r that merit only dare assume, 
At once to light the age and error tomb. 
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Hail, radiant morn ! with beams supremely 

bright, 
Repelling shadows of earth's waning night ; 
Hail, ye bright heralds, who have torn away 
The mask from folly, happy victory; 
Victorious tones re-echo thro' the age. 
And will reverb'rate over hist'ry's page. 
As far away their numbers seem to roll, 760 

And lisp the sounds that struck upon the soul ; 
Till in the dawn of a majestic light 
They merge immortal, beaming ever bright ; 
And 'mid the triumphs of those peaceful times 
Flash back a radiance over Britain's Isles : 
Thus Rome's famed worthies Rome immortal 

made. 
So shall the Britons raise the age a grade, 

E 
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I 

And stamp an impress on the passing time, 
As meritorious as their works sublime. 

Behold again a policy so wise, 770 

Emerge from mists that clouded o'er our skies ! 
Sir Robert soars above the beaten path 
All Europe trod for centuries in wrath, 
Asserts man's privilege to eat cheap bread, 
And breaks a barrier none but madmen dread ; 
From error's arch the keystone tore away, 
And the base fabric crumbles in decay. 
His flow of passion in bright numbers roll, ' 
Where judgment bridles tact will reach the 

goal. 
The courser's mettle thus well kept in hand, 780 
Till daring confidence the reins expand ; 
Then at a burst 'mid echo's loud huzza, 
Triumphant carries off a glorious day. 
Conscious of pow'r the steady helmsman waits. 
Calm and undaunted breasts the billow's fates. 
From her fast fangs he wrench'd that with'ring 

tree 
Monopoly ! and Britain's arms hang free ; 
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The tangled roots of error's growth thus broke, 

The monster tumbled at the giant stroke ; 

A harbour'd host of hornets round it yell, 790 

But inoffensive as the broken spell. 

Fame wings a blast thro' valley, hill, and glade, 

And the world echos with the sound " Free 

trade," 
This talisman rebounding thunders roll. 
That will in undulations reach the pole ; 
Contentment soon round industry will sing. 
And science now may plume a loftier wing ; 

r 

The world secured to peace all pow'r is lost. 
Save that which virtue and which merit boast ; 
Their path to fame the opening scenes disclose. 
Their pow'r will shield mankind from many 
woes. 801 

Yet morbid inconsistency would cling 
To errors vanquished with a drooping wing, 
Than proudly own the light of sense acquired. 
Keep straining still on notes their sires inspired, 
As if the gem of Genius only shone, 
Not from the coming meteors, but the gone. 
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And tho' around improvements charm the eye^ 
Still chirp their papa's doxy till they die. 

I think I hear a band of babblers cry, 8io 

Show us the good the corn repeals supply. 
Not quite so fast, my friends, no magic here, 
The days of miracles are past, *tis clear. 
Changes their blessings sometimes tardy bring, 
Time can but dry the lake when stopped the 

spring ; 
And water cut off from the parent fount 
May drain thro* channels all its body out ; 
Thro' error's currents evils yet may pour, 
Though wisdom may have closed the erring pow'r. 
Just as the nails prolong a growing course, 820 
When death had stopp'd the impulse at the 

source. 
The age no longer satisfied with creeds. 
Practice must perfect commendable deeds. 
The master minds all powerful move along. 
Vide Corn-law Cobden, herald of a throng. 
Truth, all inspiring Truth, arrests our view, 
And heav'n itself reveals some prospects new. 
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Systems on systems crowd th' ethereal vault, 
Immense and boundless as the range of thought; 
The age a vast and mighty triumph wings, 830 
As Ross illustrious pierces nature's springs ; 
Away beyond the reach of science quite 
His tube gigantic visits realms of light, 
Where milky ways no longer doubtful seem. 
But busy systems there commingling beam ; 
So numerous those orbs, so far away, 
Our neighbours seem creations of our day, 
Thro' whose vast range gigantic space appears 
Boundless ! Eternity augments her years. 
And as we contemplate the works sublime, 840 
The head obedient droops to Power divine. 
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From active habits countless comforts flow, 
Joy journeys on, on locomotion's glow, 
The indolent sat pining, sad, forlorn. 
Whilst industry can carol thro' life's storm ; 
And as propitious gales conduct the van, 
Hope scans exulting refuge ports for man. 
Spring teeming forth in beauteous buds unrolPd, 
So every age some glowing truths unfold. 
Till in bright themes and similes they shine, 850 
T' enrich the current language of our clime. 
Ideas start at every light revealed. 
And Science ! Truth's first offspring ! takes the 

field. 
The useful brutes whose actions claim our 

praise. 
Have all been taught the just surprise they raise, 
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Darkness and dirt surround the filthy hog, 
But education forms the steady dog ; 
To break a horse we learn him first to lead, 
To mouth a man we teach him how to read, 
To mould a mind to walk the loftiest sphere, 860 
We banish superstitions, monkish fear. 
The art of printing audits each advance, 
And the age lives no longer in a trance; 
Some subtle tests dark error's aim explores. 
And bigotry is banished from our shores. 
E'en our bold Pope his subjects would reform, 
All Italy seems bristling into storm ; • 
In vain would Austria strive the floods to stay. 
Their power's impervious as the coming day. 
Let her adjust her grapplings nearer home, 870 
For clashing undulations rock the throne ; 
The lights from science penetrate and shake 
The hollow purpose, and old errors quake. 

Certes the schoolmaster has gone abroad. 
See frowning culprits start and look agog ; 
With giant efforts the pent flames expand. 
And earthquake-like convulses all the land ; 
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O'er the bright sea of learning's deep expanse 

These undulations dance into a trance ; 

Fair Liberty withstands the ruffled test 880 

Till all the jabble settles into rest. 

Not so where despots would essay to rule, 

There darkness dreads the test of reason's school, 

Curb'd and confined by censor's iron sway, 

As boist'rous billows lash the shore with spray, 

Surge meeting surge the angry basin boils. 

Till dire destruction threats an age of toils. 

The potent press like some broad waters roll. 
Inspiring vigour in the latent soul,^ 
Not craven measure that from with'ring keeps, 
But copious, currents all the harvest steeps. 891 
Thus when rebellion's force thro' Europe spreads, 
Victoria, stout in hearts, no danger dreads. 
Tho* empires tott'ring seem their reign to close, 
Her faithful people no convulsion knows. 
These are the healthful tests that reason sings. 
Should constitute the pow'r of Britain's kings ; 
Girt by strict justice, shedding high renown. 
Befitting well the tenor of that crown. 
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Thus garner'd up the truths that light our way, 
We hail transition's tests with peaceful sway, 
For ever willing when allured by light, 902 

To seek reform, convinced reform is right. 
A zealot's faith, that a dark world inspires, 
Once kindled Smithfield's wretched witches' fires. 
But science now illumes with happier theme 
Than gory crusades blind religion's dream. 
So dread those annals, and blood-dyed the fame, 
'Twere well the age would grant another name. 
Invoke oblivion's torch to light the pyre, 910 
And bid her horrors with her name expire. 
There was a time when error took her stand 
In rich domains aloof from archer's hand. 
And if perchance the evil was pursued. 
The law of libel fenced the ambush wood. 
But like those blessed types of barb'rous power, 
The corn and game laws, libels have their 

hour. 
Truth wings a shaft like lightnings from the 

cloud. 
And the bold quarry falls tho' soaring proud. 
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Conviction's sword with a steel pen's precision. 
Will lop this offshoot from the inquisition, 921 
Under whose banners Scribes have hatched all 

crimes, 
Since the Messiah's ! down to our times. 
Justice with law records seems so beset, 
That truth and falsehood stand an even bet, 
A deep-read lawyer statutes may sustain; 
A deeper still will undermine his aim, 
Such courts of justice, or whate'er you please. 
Seem spacious halls where lawyers merely tease, 
So bound by usages these sapient sires, 930 

Why not burn witches still round Smithfield's 

fires? 
Nor need the solemn act make any quail. 
Since pure religion actuated Hale. 
Thus Heaven's blest attribute stands jamb'd by 

law, 
Forms are now justice, justice the catspaw. 
So studded round by wigs, and lawyers' 

fees, 
One cannot see the wood for clumps of trees. 
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How dark the, counsels Ireland's annals tell, 
There, there they stand the type of evil spell ; 
What crops of cunning these dark tribes display, 
But justice undermines their mystic sway ; 941 
At the last hour her impulse is restored ; 
Thro' Cottenham and Campbell fraud's ignor'd ; 
Heaven to the race her brightest gem imparts, 
And stamps indelible on noblest hearts. 
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Oh ! sacred Science, signet of our clime, 
Deign with thy wings to flap these bugbears 

down ; 
Waft far away the spiders in their snare. 
And rouse the manly virtues dormant there ; 
Point with the hand of faith to brighter times, 
To that pure light where justice ever shines. 
Erect thy temple on the mount of fame, 952 
Where earth-born mortals may indite their name ; 
Enlarge the orbit of our mental flight. 
And bid the future stand before our sight. 
Raise round the world those rays that truth 

illume, 
To dissipate the mists of doubt and gloom. 
Self int'rest*s gauge the most of mankind 

sways, 
Indeed the world seems bridled by its ways, 
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Still there's another pow'r, supremely fair, 960 
Whose source far nobler other aims prepare ; 
Its end and being good that all applaud, 
It ranges nature up to nature's God. 
Though clouds obscure the mental zone surround 
This subtle essence penetrates around ; 
Sees beauty's hand all nature's works adorn, • 
Alike in blooming rose as humble thorn ; 
Knows and rests satisfied the pow'r that guides 
And rules the orbs, and regulates the tides. 
Gave man a reason, searching, bright, sublime. 
More brilliant far than yet on earth doth shine ; 
And tho' dark errors hover round his tread, 972 
The rays allure to wake him from the dead, 
Whose thrilling beams betimes round poets fly, 
But still uncared for wander to the sky. 
He who gave Arkwright pow'r and Newton light 
Can teach more Arkwrights the aerial flight. 
And commerce, now propell'd by powerful steam, 
May urge her big balloons to tug their team. 
And wherefor science find no greater range, 980 
Some latent spring may force a mightier change. 
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One truth resplendent lights the scenes behind, 
And lo ! some hidden mystery's defined. 
Her task developed stands at once confessed, 
As drudge to labour she grants mankind rest, 
And as the rosebud heralds beauty's bloom, 
So genius tow'ring bursts the clouds of gloom ; 
Angels stand next her pow*r, let science plod, 
The link she holds when chained is bound to 
God. 
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Change is the fate of all things here below, 990 

The tides return, the seasons come and go, 

« 

The truant comets, too, mysterious roll ; 

And had we dates the earth had changed her 

pole. 
Iq this our age we oft award a prize 
For what had cost our forefathers their eyes. 
It is not therefore sad or mighty strange. 
That State religions should partake of change. 
What ghastly pictures all their canvas stains ! 
Behold the victims Superstition claims ; 
Here faggots crackled to a martyr's throes ; 
There Juggernaut in crushing torments goes ; 
Here orange lilies wake a fatal feud ; 1002 

Three excommunications herald blood. 
All, all, alas ! in Tyrian colours dyed. 
Let's turn a leaf and leave them in their pride. 
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The germ of life thro' ages seems to merge 
As wave to wave imparts the buoyant surge. 
Science the pilot, enterprise the bark, 
The haven knowledge, who would not embark ? 
Prevailing truths are prophesies entailed; loio 
Anticipated truth is wisdom named ; 
Her ports allure thro' every age and clime, 
But sense convinces, and that power's divine. 
The wise will trust to this as nature's rule, 
'Tis superstition wakes the mystic fool. 
Where light illumes the ghost no more appals ; 
At night the schoolboys dread the haunted 

halls. 
The subtle sense will tempt the loftiest sky ; 
On madness' brink the gems of genius lie. 
Some daring aspirations to explore 1020 

May surge the bark 'gainst reason's bound'ry 

shore ; 
Yet not thro' fear of wrecks should science creep. 
Nor steamers cease to traverse the wide deep. 

All that pervades phenomena around. 
The mystic bellows of the mighty wind ; 



CANTO X. 73 

The conjured metals creeping thro' earth's pores, 
And electricity's stupendous pow'rs ; 
The phantom illustration of the tides, 
Convulsive earthquakes bellowing thro' their 

sides ; 
The magic magnet pointing to the pole 1030 
But wake the inspirations of the soul ; 
All their dark mysteries shall genius sway, 
And stamp upon the sense as plain as day. 

Sects are but vanities of the mind's mode ; 
Devotion, the soul acknowledging a God ; 
Religion, a term, alas ! so misapplied. 
Transient in form, but ever purple dyed. 
Its heavenly impulse mankind made a curse, 
Forming Jehovah partisan or worse ; 
A ray of light explodes the doleful spell 1040 
That bound the earth in errors kin to hell ; 
Justice and truth combine to guide men's will, 
And love works well where vengeance tired her 

skill ; 
Dread superstition cow'rs where science beams, 
And a bright epoch dissipates our dreams. 
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Behold yon temples dyed with human gore, 
To fix a creed one sect of men adore ; 
Behold again a new-fledg*d class aspire, 
To curb the human mind ! how vain the ire ! 
The human mind *mid discord's jarring sounds 
Inspires the soul to seek truth's loftier rounds. 
As warring elements instil thro' space 1052 

The subtle gases which the plants embrace,- 
So discord rises o'er the thoughts of men, 
That searching truth may vivify again; 
And as all knowledge emanates from God, 
'Twere vain as impious to block up the road. 
Wood will by constant friction so excite 
The latent spark to beam a brilliant light, 
So agitated passions nerve the frame, 1060 

As the soul wakes a meteor from the same. 
All, all must fall that bears an erring stamp, 
Truth stands alone, a never-fading lamp 
Whose rays nor Pope nor Protestant can turn. 
But pause attracted o'er a Newton's urn. 
And oh ! how cheering ever to behold. 
Some meteors rise that a new power unfold. 
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The British Queen that triumph bears away. 

And stamps the age a friend to royalty ; 

> 

At her bright name joys' feeling impulse starts, 
For our Victoria reigns the Queen of hearts; 1071 
She taught the proud in wisdom's paths to tread, 
And the vainglorious dignity instead ! 
Thrones schooled by her no more are useless 

things, 
But seats where science reigns, and genius 

springs. 
Republics have received a shock, they wane ; 
Since the crown centres all their boasted aim. 
Celebrity ! mankind's insatiate thirst. 
And honest feeling pant for praise — they must ! 
Fame tones and elevates the human soul, 1080 
Her lofty triumphs point to virtue's goal. 
In her right hand the olive wreath's enshrined, 
Her left round science and round peace en- 
twined ; 
Titles and hbnours wait upon her call. 
And when she dies the human race shall fall ! 
Riches are baubles, honours prize most dear. 
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Where justice keeps the course for ever clear, 
From droning blockheads and from Crockford's 

dupes, 
For eagles will not soar with crows or rooks. 
Chance ever blind no longer deals the cards, 
The prize to merit justice now awards ; 109 1 
Come, join me then in passion's fervent tone, 
One loud huzza ! Victoria and the Throne. 
Yet still, oh! yet, most gracious sovereign 
Queen, 
One prayer I crave before I close my theme — 
As at thy voice stern justice raised her head, 
Tis at her shrine for Ireland I would plead. 
The Emerald Isle, believe me, is a gem. 
Eclipsed by none in all thy diadem ; 
Give her, oh ! give her liberty to shine, iioo 
And wield her energies, for they are thine. 
Well has her own dear bard with truth express'd, 
" More loyal hearts ne'er beat against a breast ;" 
Their ardent hope to stand beneath thy throne. 
And share those rays the laws disperse to some. 
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As clouds obscure our glorious orb enfold, 

His shadow droops, the Emerald Isle grows 

cold, 
The dimness passed, his bounteous beams burst 

forth. 
The very ants were settling down to sloth ; 
But active energies attest that pow'r, mo 

God o*er all nature kindled by this dow'r ; 
Alike such impulses thy bounties raise. 
And kindle as they beam refulgent rays. 
Thus gratitude to Erin ever dear. 
Will gulp through boundless joy and manly 

tear. 
To hail triumphant as the boon of light. 
The regal gift of her' politic right ; 
Such noble deeds no earthly tomb can find. 
Fame wafts them ever forward to mankind. 
How far transcendent they, and worth our 

praise, 1120 

Than bloody laurels, wreathed *mid loud huzzas. 
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Though proud wave the plumes o'er the brow of 
the victor, 
And martial the music that greets his return, 
Though beauty may praise with the smiles of a 
lictor. 
The incense, alas ! rises out of the urn. 
Go look on yon battlefield, horrid and gory, 
Where widows and orphans are seeking the 
slain ; 
Then boast if thou canst round that meteor 
glory, 
Whose rays drench'd in blood-burning tear- 
dfops sustain. 
Oh ! when shall the light of a nobler ambition. 
Strike down the vain pomp of this herald of 
' death ? 
When, when shall the voice of devoted contri- 
tion. 
Erect some tribunal where reason finds breath? 
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If to force and to stratagem justice must cow'r. 
Adieu all the hopes that improvement began ; 
E'en the church lends its aid to this barbarous 
pow'r, 
And insults in Te Deums the Maker of man. 
War glares round a cruel ambition, the meekly 
Don't envy the laurels that spring from the 
tomb, 
Whilst the genius of Peace casts her rays so 
obliquely, 
That even the inmates of caves may illume. 
Away with this wizard of glory all bloodstain. 
Let the blight of an Eylau's pale terrors now 
cease, 
Give Science her seat in the senate of Britain, 
To waft o'er the world all the blessings of 
peace. 
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Oh ! dash from thy lip the wild cup of dark 
sorrow, 
It saps all that's noble and lofty in man ; 
How oft have I watched the long night till the 
morrow 
Had brought thee delirious from folly's frail 
clan. 
It is not, believe me, I would idly venture 

To harrow thy feelings so harassed beside. 
Oh ! would I could bear this sad heart to its 
centre. 
Thou there mightst behold what it costs me 
to chide. 
But oft when I run the bleak course of the future. 
And see as I fear thy bright genius must set. 
Oh ! Edward, it is not for me to stand neuter. 
When all I adore with despair seems beset. 
I remember you told me with fondest emotion. 
Ere hymen our fortunes had blent into one. 
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That with me as a mentor and health for a 
portion, 
Thou couldst brook undismayed misfortune's 
dark sun. 
That eclipse hath ^ppear*d, but wherefore sur- 
render 
Those feelings that once so ennobled the man ? 
Be again thy dear self, and hope's thrill will 
attend her, 
And brighten once more the wan cheek of 
thy Nan. 
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Yes, *tis the drops the cloud distils 

A soothing comfort can impart. 
They make us proof 'gainst human ills, 

And nobly fortify the heart. 
When cank'ring care corrodes the mind, 

And bleak misfortunes louring hang ; 
Ah ! wherefore shade with folly's blind 

The beams that dissipate the pang ? 
The feeling thought, the glowing thrill. 

The deep enthusiastic aim, 
Will take their rise around the rill. 

The sparkling rill of crystal rain. 
All that's immortal mantling rose 

From out this fount with fervent glow ; 
Bacchus but steeps in tears our woes, 

And bids the cup of sorrows flow. 
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Hail Albion ! let's pourtray thy summer morn, 
The lark majestic soars from out the com ; 
The tinkling hum of insects roused to strife 
The happy hallow of a country life. 
The various tribes of Nature's pinioned race, 
Are schooled by anxious mothers to rehearse ; 
Some perch 'd on twigs chirp out the sunny day. 
Some soar aloft, the rook croaks on the hay. 
The merry milkmaid with her pail returns, 
Her am'rous note with storied passion burns. 
Filled with desire she sighs to be a wife. 
The anxious pond'ring of a maiden's life. 
From soil luxuriant springs along the lawn 
The latent crop when fields are newly shorn ; 
Some gentle show'rs the sunny breezes yield. 
And chase the mimic clouds along the field. 
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Oh Erin 1 it has been my lot 

From thy green isle too long to stray ; 

But ever dear my native cot, 

I'll sigh my absence, still away. 

All flush'd with hope when I reflect, 

Thy dormant worth will yet rise free. 

My panting spirit runs the track 

Of glorious deeds in store for thee. 

And as in dreams our passions rise 

Superior to the deeds of day. 

Thy genius to my longing eyes 

Invests thee witli sublimity. 

I think I see thy dark record 

Flash'd by heaven's lightning cloud the skies, 

The gods appeased of one accord 

Pour dews upon the sacrifice. 
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Then hallow'd mounts the mystic shrine 
In wreathing columns tow'ring high, 
Descending from a host sublime, 
Thy purer genius fills the sky. 
Zoned on her dewy western sphere, 
I see her call from out her sons 
Statesmen to fill her high career, 
And tutor some for Wellingtons. 
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It was eve, and the shadows were straying 

obliquely. 
So buoyant they seemed to be taking their flight, 
And the hills bathed in colours so warm, yet so 

meekly, 
'Twas sad that such beauty should glide into 

night. 
When a doe with her fawn, unperceived till she 

mutter'd. 
Came skulking all timidly past where I sat ; 
My eye caught the object, my heart leap'd and 

fluttered 
To see so much wildness so near with a pet. 
All breathless I gazed as I lay in my bower, 
A willow dishevelled hung curtained around. 
The youngster was cropping a calabash flow'r, 
The mother quite shily paused, doubtful of 

sound ; 
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The buzz from the village was dying away, 

■ 

Yet the voice of the herdsman came down on 

the wind, 
One ear cast behind, she kept t*other in play, 
But nothing transpired, still the doe kept her 

ground. 
And there as she stood in her walk like a statue. 
The fawn kept a-butting her. Mamma, move on ! 
But she ponder'd, as if all the place was in 

battue. 
Despite the anxiety of the young fawn. 
A rustle I heard 'mid the neighbouring jungle. 
And a bow-wow-wow-wow put the matter past 

doubt. 
Upturned the white scut, and three spangs long 

as nimble 
Sent the doe into cover as " Rav'no" popped out. 
'Twas the old dog — who often came down here 

to meet me — 
Had picked up this scent as he followed my track; 
But as evening now cast round night's shadows 

too deeply. 
We left the sly doe for a morning's attack. 
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In life's gay morn, when nature's dyes 

Bloom in the comeliness of youth, 

Fresh as the show'rs in April skies 

And fervent as the grace of truth — 

Be thine the task, my gentle friend. 

To guard our boy from error's way, 

The graceful sapling train 'd to bend 

Will soon its beauties all display. 

But if the shoot in tender years 

Hath no kind hand the weeds to part. 

The subtle ivy oft appears. 

Whose with'ring friendship blights the heart. 

And youth unguarded vice benights. 

To 'tempt the flights where dangers spring. 

As giddy moths will dash round lights. 

With joy and sorrow on the wing. 
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Thou'rt fond, my girl, of gorgeous sights, 
Arise betimes to see the sun, 
In majesty from off the heights 
His early glory basks upon. 
Behold yon mountain's joyful peak 
Tinged so sublimely with his rays. 
That, dripping from the ocean deep, 
To distant realms now wing his praise. 
And as you gaze upon the scene, 
In all the freshness of the morn. 
Approach and gulp with spirits keen 
The balm that flies from off the thorn. 
Nor 'midst the beauties that arise. 
And paint the daisy-dappled sod. 
Canst thou the dewdrop's beam despise, 
It speaks so eloquent of God. 



go 



How sweet to dwell on themes of Grecian art, 
And ramble through those shades that swell the 

heart,' 
Proud and enraptured o*er thy tombs we bend, 
Where ancient heroes lie, by Homer penn'd.^ 
The memory flits from theme to theme, we see, 
Here Athen's ruins, there Thermopylae ; 
To latest ages shall the trump of Came 
Impart an earnest of thy honoured name. 
Heroic deeds like thine no tomb can find, 
They travel on coeval with mankind; 
Time's shadowed drapery around them raise 
The soul to wonder and the tongue to praise. 
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Amidst this bustling, busy world, 
Where good and bad promiscuous climb, 
Helm'd by the passions onward hurl'd, 
In quest of wealth at any shrine, 
*Tis pleasing to behold a heart, 
Attuned to virtue *midst the lure 
Self-intVest weaves, life's joys impart. 
And round its circle blessings pour. 
Such was thy soul, lamented Green,* 
Goodness lay mirror'd in thy looks. 
As the moon's placid face is seen 
Reflected in the stilly brooks. 



♦ The late Thomas Green, many years a resident in the 
citv of Lima. 
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A REVERIE. 

And as I gazed, bent o'er her side, 
My thoughts kept floating far away, 
O'er coming ages flooding tide, 
To swamp the banks of our day. 
And I could fancy some would say. 
They doubted if such times had been. 
When men could loiter on this way 
Of waters, when above was seen 
The path for an aerial team. 
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How still and peaceful seems the ocean's breast, 
Luird by the dying zephyrs into rest ; 
Throughout the wide expanse no breath is sped, 
E'en our gay bark lies as a thing of lead. 
All ocean's children now appear to sleep, 
Nought save the prowling shark his vigils keep ; 
Placid th' extended sea's as silvered glass, 
Deep in its bosom mirroring birds that pass ; 
Three evolutions of the earth we've been 
Reluctantly spectators of this scene. 
The scorching sun, now vertical his rays, 
Pierces the awning with his searching blaze ; 
Nor are we better off without his light. 
The heat retained by day exudes by night. 
What lassitude throughout ! one's like to melt. 
Some go below for ease, some loose a belt. 
Some in the scuppers find a cooler nook, 
The captain prowls about with woful look, 
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Perhaps no drearier lassitude for man 
Could well be furnished than a tropic calm^ 
Another sun, all cloudless, goes his round. 
Still hopes deferred, alas ! the calm's profound. 
Felt you not now a fan refresh the cheek ? 
Yfes, yes, the wind ! see all hands up to greet. 
Behold the captain, whistling, peers around. 
As his eye meets the swelPd horizon's bound ; 
Oh ! happy harbinger in tropic zone, 
That wafts a joy to landsmen quite unknown. 
Attention's cast upon the coming gale, 
There springs a zephyr, see ! it floats the sail ; 
Eyes now look bright that half an hour before 
Were as the sleepy deep they ponder'd o'er. 
The happy fact's reflected in each face, 
And lo ! that glorious sound, ** Square the main 
brace ! " 
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A REVERIE. 

I woiXLD not part with my free thoughts 
For all the wealth the world can give. 
What price could purchase such resorts ? 
When fortune lours in them we live. 
Ay, live, and move, and have a being, 
Through the mind's zonfe beyond all care, 
Though fortune frowns estates to ruin. 
To this recess she can't repair. 
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Oh Death ! thou wert a cruel sprite 
If the soul with the body lies ; 
But can this be when things less bright 
Resolve their being to the skies ? 
Behold yon taper's ardent course, 
Apply the airpump and it dies ; 
Deprive man of the same resource, 
And he too droops, and silent lies. 
The spirit of the brilliant light 
Gives up its being to the air, 
But man's immortal mind takes flight, 
Essential to a higher sphere. 
The earthly parts of both decay, 
Their elements, ah ! where are they ? 
And where shalt thou, my soul, retire 
When this frail body sinks to dust ? 
Wilt thou another form inspire 
In some bright planet, this I trust, 
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Where love, the soul of music courts, 
In poetry as pastime sports ? 
Or changed in all shall purer themes 
The ether of that gem inspire ? 
Alas ! perhaps these earthly dreams 
Of love are there unholy fire. 
And must I, Mary, then forbear 
In dreams to nestle on thy breast ? 
What rapture could I meet thee there 
E'en in thine earthly beauty drest. 
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A REFLECTION, 

ON MY DESCENT TO THE RIVER UCAYALI, IN PERU, 

JULY, 1834. 

Here, in the midst of tall majestic trees, 
Whose foliage bars the sun and breaks the 

breeze. 
When searching noontide rays make gum trees 

weep, 
The feathered songsters flock to bathe and sleep. 
A gentle rill in purling music sweeps. 
And lulls the harbingers as on it creeps. 
Here might a Shakespeare's genius shadow 

round 
The intense feeling of immortal mind. 
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A REFLECTION ON THE MEMORY OF 
THE LATE PRINCE ALBERT, 

ON READING IN THE ** DEMERARA GAZETTE" THE 
queen's LETTER TO MR. WALKER, GOVERNOR 
OF BARBADOES, WITH A COPY OF PRINCE 
ALBERT'S WORKS. 

Lend me, ye pow'rs, his virtues to unfold, 
His worth, more sterling than Oruro*s gold. 
Death sang his praise thro' many a brimful eye. 
When the whole nation heaved a doleful sigh. 
Thus fled the good, the great, historic sage. 
Patriot at once and prophet of the age. 
Alas! the widowed still in silence grieves. 
The arrow quivers with each sigh she heaves. 
May He who grades the blast to the shorn 

lamb 
Rend the dark cloud, and shower the healing 

balm ; 
Once more may gladness all her smiles array, 
And reason thus assume a potent sway. 
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'Tis Music's thrill the passions can inspire ; 
Its spellbound accents nerve the soul with fire. 
Here melting sorrows wring the heart with 

woes, 
There mitred monarchs 'midst its charms repose. 
Up yonder cliif the martial van advance, 
Boldly defying, on the warriors prance. 
At the full tone some home-bom note inspires, 
Intrepid valour bounds to its desires. 
And at a burst impervious to all bars 
The rampart's gain'd where float Victoria's stars. 
Thus thro* its magic spell we mount to fame. 
Or, dying in th' attempt, record a name. 
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Two master spirits seem to rule the mind, 
Wide as the poles, but by gradation joined. 
Placid in some as summer's balmy breeze, 
In some boreas felling mighty trees. 
So joined in many as we often see. 
Goodness perplexed to shun depravity. 
And in no few the gap stands wide apart 
As Winchester's from Peabody's large heart. 
Wealth, like the bowl, a morbid thirst inspires ; 
The more we have excites to new desires. 
Thus does the miser's hoard secure its slave, 
True as the ** tremens " dig the drunkard's grave. 
How shall we join to solve the social theme ? 
Here nature presses to a wide extreme. 
Whilst the broad moral taught by sapient sires 
Serves to repress the force of such desires. 
What instinct nurtures in the untutor'd mind 
Is thus, by moral teaching, all sublimed. 



I02 

If men were ever truthful, just, and kind, 
Marriage would seldom occupy the mind ; 
But as they are not, so it comes to pass, 
That laws secure the loon his comely lass. 
The conscript fathers don't reveal their light 
Upon this most momentous wrong or right. 
So onward must we jog, groping our way. 
Till science deigns to tear the veil away. 
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The electric spark the abyss of water strides, 
Impervious to the winds and rolling tides, 
Conveying thought to earth's remotest shores 
At such a rate as time and space ignores. 
Once we supposed the mighty tread of earth, 
To which diurnal night and day gave birth, 
Had no compeer, but all at once we find 
This mystic essence leaves the sun behind. 
So ! oft we learn by tidings from afar, 
Of hurrying whirlwinds that our hopes might 

mar, 
Proclaim'd the evil thus forewarned we take 
To timely care and shun disastrous fate. 
Drawbacks from death and ruin disappear. 
Old Time himself 's inclined to shed a tear. 
Seeing his trade monopolised by those 
Who the day's evils date ere the sun rose. 
Oh ! glorious future ! pregnant with such beams 
As usher from this fount in mystic streams, 



104 

The herald of some advent's brighter day, 
Perhaps the victor of earth's peaceful sway. 
No more in war's absorbing fumes are. lost 
Those lights that science glean'd at such a cost, 
Nor monstrous hoards, stored up with pious care, 
To slaughter one another everywhere. 
But wide benevolence assume her reign, 
And Heaven's goodwill to man secure its aim. 
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See that dull block, out from the quarry hewn, 
Lies an unsightly mass of inert stone ; 
But let a master hand its lines inspire, 
And lo ! a Venus beaming with desire ; 
Or as a clown, *mongst stable boys arrayed. 
Chanced on a master in the chymic trade, 
From pounding metals to propounding laws, 
Now seeks to solve that problem, the first cause. 
So, all we have been, are, and must be still. 
And every action that defines the will, 
Germed in the soul by laws yet undefined. 
Will beam a beacon through a polished mind. 
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AN AFTERTHOUGHT. 

And when up the founts of 'futurity's river, 
Away *mid the selvas and woods of those climes, 
When this age shall to them be the antient, a 

quiver 
Of arrows of light shall illumine the times. 
And oh ! if the soul be hereafter admitted 
To visit the scenes where as mortals we strayed. 
This wood and these glens even then shall be 

fitted 
As bowers, to call up past delights, my sweet 

maid. 
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